*   The Jasmin Bush   *

man with his council, after slipping on their silk
clothes, made for the gateway at their best pace.

They were hardly in position when the royal proces-
sion rounded a corner of the road. The King had chosen
to dispense with state; only Yazathingyan was with him
and a small body of armed men. There cannot have
been more than twenty-five in the party.

When they reached the gate, the Chief Minister, sit-
ting his elephant, addressed the prostrate elders, using
one of the King's titles which consorted well with the
simplicity of the occasion.

'The Future Buddha', he said, 'has had the compla-
cence to interest himself in your bush. He understands
that it has blossomed in three colours of flowers/

'That is true, your Excellency/ enunciated the el-
ders as well as they could from their position on the
ground.

'Show the way, then. The Lord of Paradise is in a
hurry.'

As they entered the village, Yazathingyan beckoned
to the headman. The man climbed onto his elephant
and knelt on the haunches.

'The Ma Saw who planted the bush, who is she?5 the
minister asked confidentially.

'She is only a young girl, hardly grown up, but there
is something vivid about her. She is like the daughter
of a happy spirit. That man walking there is her father,
the man with the soft face of a flautist/

'Let me talk to him/ ordered Yazathingyan. The
farmer was told to approach and walk close to the ele-
phant.

The minister, bending slightly so that he could speak
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